800                                  OLD  ENGLISH                            ACT I

HEYTHORP, M'yes I   Well, show 'em in.

[FARNEY opens the door into the outer office.    ROSAMUND LAKNE
enters, preceded by her children, PHYLLIS and JOCK, who tweaks
FARNEY'S coat-tail as be passes, then stands seraphici, gating at
the ceiling^ while FARNEY pursues his way out with dignity.
PHYLLIS. Jock, you are an awful boy I    Guardy, he really is too
awful.

[PHYLLIS is hk$ & day in April, fair and fresh, and seventeen. The
boy JOCK has a pink, seraphic face, and the just breaking voice of
fottrteen ; he wears Eton jacket and collar, and carries a school
cap,

PHYLLIS. He won't wear his overcoat, and he will wear that frightful
cap with his Eton jacket. [Joes puts it on dreamily.] Look 1 Isn't he a
horror ?

[MRS. LARNE takes OLD HEYTHORP'S puffy hand and presses it to
her ample bosom. She is of a fine florid beauty and perhaps
thirty-eight.

MRS. LARNE. Dear old Guardy! Do forgive us for coming. I
had to see you, and I couldn't leave these children outside, you never
know what they'll do.

[While she speaks the boy JOCK has quietly pinned his mother's and
sister's floating hat-scarves together, and, withdrawing, puts bis
fingers to his mouth and emits a p^ercing whistle. PHYLLIS
rushing to thump him, the two hats fall off, and two hands fly
to two heads,
PHYLLIS. Isn't he &pig ?

[Advancing on JOCK, she hustles Mm out into the outer office and stands
with her back, against the door. MRS. LARNE adjusts her hat
calmly, with her low, full, seductive laugh.

MRS. LARNE. I really had to come and see you, Guardy; we haven't
had a sight of you for such an age. Phyllis, go and see after Jock,
there's a darling.

[PHYLLIS tosses her head, wrenches open the door and slides out,]
How are you, dear old Guardy 1

HEYTHORP. Never better.    But I haven't a penny for you.
MRS* LARNE. [With her laugh] How naughty of you to think I came
for that I    But I am in a terrible fix, Guardy,
HEYTHORP. Never knew you not to be.

MRS. LARNE. Just let me tell you. It'll be some relief. I'm having
the most dreadful time. [She subsides into a chair beside him, with a
luxurious sigh.] Expect to be sold up any moment. We may be on the
streets to-morrow. And I daren't tell the children ; they're so happy,
poor darlings. I've been obliged to take Jock away from school
And Phyllis has had to stop her piano and dancing; it's an absolute
crisis. But for your three hundred, Guardy, you know I'm entirely